MALGONTENTA    AND    MERE

which you cross when you come to Rome by road from
Viterbo, and which surprises one by sudden little corners,
dingle and cottage and stream, which might be Devon-
shire; and the plain south of Rome where the arches of
the great aqueducts stride to the Alban Hills; and the
marshy wilderness behind the coast north of Ostia, where
great birds flap out of the desolation and the air swarms
with noxious insects. And then in my mind I did many
journeys again. I saw Florence from a terrace at
Settingnano and watched the sunset fade and the lights
come out; and Assisi from Perugia with one shaft of
radiance gleaming on it out of a black thunderous sky;
and Orvieto on its great crag; and the flag of flame above
Stromboli at night streaming across the dark waters; and
the church at Murano with the smoky Bellini; and the
Giorgione at Castel Franco high in the hills; and the
spectral mystery of Malcontenta, where the beautiful
lady was imprisoned and died, and haunts the gardens at
twilight in the manner of a poem by Poe. The horn of a
car blew behind me and I got out of the way.

It was six o'clock when I came down into Mere, where
are a fine church tower and two old coaching inns. I
found the one best known to me much modernized, with
a new lounge, a table d'hote and waiters in white coats: I
can dispense with all that, but I can only suppose that the
modern motor-tourist likes it. I did not want soup or
fish: I had an immense plate of cold beef, with which I
was persuaded, in the absence of pickled cabbage, to
take pickjed onions. It was the first time in my life, and
very likely the last.

In bed that night, and early, at another inn where I